arter ner, tneir smuagy, rair races almost as blonde as their straight flaxen hair. With her arms bare to the elbow, and red from soap and hot water, Anna would come in at noon, while her clothes dried and I was at home for the school lunch hour.
To a stranger it might have appeared an impossible undertaking for me to write a letter for Anna. She knew neither Yiddish nor English. I could not write Polish nor understand it. But mother devised a way: Anna would tell her in Polish what she wished to say, mother would translate Anna's Polish into Yiddish for me, and I would write. To express her simple thoughts, her simple tragedies, was a tremendously complex labour for the Polish girl. She and mother would speak for many moments about every sentence which I wrote. Ultimately there would [39]
